ACTIVE__________SERVICE

The Captain followed her along the pale-green
corridor till she opened another chocolate door,
ushered him through, and asked him to wait. He
found himself alone in a small, lofty room with bare
walls and a window whose sill was so high from the
floor that it was impossible to look out. The bright
sunshine filtered through the dirty panes, subdued
and misty. In one corner of the room stood a camp-
bed with three folded grey army blankets. A desk
occupied the centre, the only other piece of furniture
being a cumbersome old-fashioned red leather arm-
chair. This was so decrepit that the leather in places
was crumbling into powder. The Captain perched
himself on the arm of this chair, and the red dust
clung to the tails of his British Warm like particles
of dried blood.

Ten minutes passed. No one came, except an
orderly who walked in, took a paper off the desk,
and walked out again without a word. The silence
was complete, but for the spasmodic gurgling of water
in the hot-water pipes. An irritating monologue in
the Captain's present mood, and one he could cheer-
fully have dispensed with.

Another quarter of an hour passed. He began to
fed he had been forgotten. His impatience grew. He
wanted his business settled quickly; to know where
he stood . . . Confound these Medical Boards. They
were always the same. Never punctual. Never in a
hurry to put a man out of his suspense. It didn't
matter a damn to them. They were case-hardened
. . . Hanging about like this made a fellow begin
to dread the worst. He had felt pretty confident
about the result during the journey from London.
But now . . .

He wrenched himself away from the black thought.
It was impossible that anything very serious could
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